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Train of complications 


Author's Notes: 
What can | say.. nowadays (my) Dave is such a dumbass. Hard facepalm warning reported! 


"Junior!" 
| bet he can hear me coming from the hallway. That little bitch of Junior. Hal He's gonna hear me out now! He 


better have a good fucking reason for what happened or I'll slap that cute face of his till he'll be begging me. 


And believe me, | know damn well what Junior's plea for mercy sounds like. 


Back in the old days, he gave me a lot of that. 
Mostly for fun 


Now everything's different, the reddest rage is burning my soul, taking me back to my long-lost friend anger. 


"Junior!" | yell again. 


| kick doors open along the way only to find harmless, surprised music engineers and assistants who stare at 
me like if lm the devil. Everything is shaking under my steps. 


"Fucker! You can't hide from me, come out!" 


My walking slows as the end of the hallway comes closer and there, his back almost touching the wall in front 


of me, a figure stands. Junior: 
| stop and shake my head: it's almost like being face to face with a ghost. 


He has a surly look painted on his face and his naked torso towers proud into the dim light. His lips are firm 
and delicious in some sick way, but he keeps them zipped and smile evilly, a provocative demeanor | will not 
tolerate any longer. Another bunch of steps and I'm face to face with the sassy bitch. 


"What were you thinking?" | growl, pulling him by his hair and banging his head against the wall till he's pinned 
there. 


He's pressed between my body and the cold cement, just where he belongs. I'd like to shove him through the 
wall, but | want to hear his reasons first. 

He sniggers and studies me through a blow-hard gaze. Again, | bang his head against the cold wall. I'm taller 
and stronger than him but he still has the upper hand and he knows it. | could just punch his face till he's 
passed out, but that'd be counter-productive. Im gonna need his collaboration and I'll get it, even if I'll have to 


wring words out of those perfect rosy lips of his. 
"He's come whining to his daddy, hasn't he?" 
A mocking sneer plays on his lips. | grasp his neck with my free hand. 


"You better tell me what did you tell him, before | send you back to your daddy." | tighten the grip painfully 


and he lets out a hoarse groan. "And | suggest you do it before you ran out of air." 
"Yeah.. No need to remind me you're a black belt again" 


| roll my eyes. As | realize there's an empty room to our left, | kick the door open and shove him inside, after 


shooting him a dirty look. 


"C'mon, Junior" | urge him to talk, as the door closes behind my back. He's sitting at the big wooden table in 
the middle of the room. His hazel eyes are fixed on mine and | can clearly see the resentment David is feeling, 
looking right through them. "It's only you and me. Just tell me what happened. And why. There won't be no 


backlashes, | promise." 


Junior sniggers and | feel like I've lived this moment before. Plenty of times. I've already heard this bitter 
laughter, I've seen him crying too. | happened once. He was tired of everything. He was tired of Megadeth. He 


was tired of constant changes. He was tired of me. 
Now he shakes his head and chestnut locks flutter all over. Once again, he smiles piercingly. 


"You know.. after over thirty fucking years by someone's side, one would think that certain someone would be 


able to tell mistakes, some of them very old but no less recurring, from things that belong to the good path." 
He looks very matter-of-fact. | raise a brow. 


"What the fuck are you talking about, Junior?" | recall his words. "Kiko is not a mistake. | can't believe you think 


it about him. Kiko is the best thing ever happened to this band" 
He laughs even harder this time. 


"And here's the catch, Dave. He's not" 


"Would you mind being more specific?" 


He seems extremely annoyed by my constant replies. Oh, fuck off. What would | be supposed to do? Keep silent 
and listen to his pearls of wisdom? No shit. 


"Let's see.. What do you tell me about Broderick? He was a good looking guy, | have to agree.. Or Glen.. Or 
Marty! Wasn't Marty the best thing ever happened to this band? He was naive, faithful and sweet. He always 
got your back and licked all the sweat off your chest after every gig, just like a good kid would do. No, wait, | 
forgot about All And what about Shawn? And Jimmy?" He's slowly standing up. "Wasn't Jimmy the young man 
you spent a lifetime looking for, when you found him? Wasn't it Nick? Wasn't it me?!" he cries out angrily, 
slamming his fists down on the surface of the table. 


His cheeks are reddened by heat and his eyes are watery. 


"So." | bite my life and try not to chuckle as | speak "Is it the reason you're making this drama up for? You're 
feeling... left out” 


He frowns. 

‘I'm not feeling left out. You left me out. A long time ago. And now that young pert ass walks into your life and 
it's like 1983 all over again, except the lucky fucker isn't me! And you love him! God, you dol" he shouts, blowing 
out all the air he's got in his lungs. 

Now he's breathless while I'm speechless. 


You love him. God, you do. You love him.. and not me. 


The words he hasn't spoken yet. 


| come closer to him and he stands still, his face unflappable as | smile, enjoying that adorable pout he has put 
on just for me. | brush a strand of hair behind his ear and grab his chin between my index and my thumb 
softly to lift his gorgeous face. Tenderness, thats not me.. but itll eventually become part of the new me. 


Become a better persone for the one | love is what l'm looking forward to, after all. 

"Hey" | whisper. He looks at me with his puppy eyes and | can't believe I've been so stupid. And blind. "I never 
tried to replace you. I'm sorry for making you feel like that and for acting like a dick. You're the better half of 
me.. you've always been and always will, David" 


| hug him softly and he melts, finally. We both laugh before | become serious again. 


"Never forgive it, alright? | love you like a brother.” 


